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Observations 


The  cover  of  this  issue  of  Argus  suggests  the  differing 
perspectives  and  disciplines  of  individuals  at 
Northwestern,  all  of  whom  have  their  own  interests  and 
values.  Only  a  mathematics  major,  for  example,  could  be 
expected  to  comprehend  —  and  enjoy  —  calculus,  and 
surely  only  a  biologist  could  be  interested  in  the  working 
of  the  Golgi  apparatus!  There  is  one  discipline,  however, 
which  we  all  share.  The  English  language  and  literature  is 
the  property  of  us  a  1 1.  We  cannot  communicate  adequately 
unless  we  have  a  firm  grip  on  the  language  (which  is 
attainable  since  we  practice  every  day),  and  we  can  only 
receive  an  unblurred  view  of  our  present  when  we  have 
some  knowledge  of  the  literature  from  our  past. 

Innovation  is  composed  of  the  association  —  in  newand 
creative  ways  —  of  our  past  learning.  The  work  contained 
in  Argus  shows,  to  varying  degrees,  the  results  of 
presenting  a  liberal  arts  education  to  someone  with  a  prior 
experience  of  the  outside  world,  the  internal  process  of 
association,  and  finally,  the  creation  of  a  new  and  original 
story,  poem,  or  picture. 

Those  whose  work  appears  in  this  issue  we  wish  to 
commend  for  having  developed  meaningful  ideas  in  an 
appropriate  manner.  Wealso  wish  totakethisopportunity 
to  again  thank  all  those  who  have  worked  so  hard  to  make 
this  issue  possible. 


Nigel  Nicholson 
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The  Art  of  Argusing 

Colleen  Claire  Cook 


Have  you  ever  even  remotely  considered 
becoming  a  famous  author?  Well,  if  you  have 
(and  shame  on  you  if  you  haven't),  you 
probably  have  already  realized  your  key  to 
fame,  fortune,  and  literary  immortality  in 
today's  competitive  literary  market  is  none 
other  than  the  infamous  Argus  magazine. 

Now,  I  know  what  you  are  thinking— little 
ole  me,  even  remotely  fantisizing  the  distinct 
honor  and  privilege  of  being  ranked  among 
the  truly  literary  elite  of  this  generation,  the 
Argusers? 

Yes,  it  does  sound  like  an  incredible  feat, 
and  one  seemingly  beyond  the  reach  of  the 
average,  ordinary,  summa  cum  laude 
student.  But  there  are  some  steps  a  student 
can  take  to  increase  his  or  her  chances  of 
being  considered  for  publication  by  the 
greatest  literary  magazine  ever  in  the  history 
of  the  NSU  English  department.  All  one  must 
do  is  master  the  art  of  Argusing.  It's  not  hard, 
really.  Let  me  suggest  some  ways. 

First  of  all,  you  need  to  change  to  a  kinky 
major.  Something  practical  like  nursing 
won't  pacify  a  quack  in  the  Argus  asylum. 

Try  psychology.  If  you  are  insane  enough 
to  be  locked  away  with  Skinner  boxes  and 
then  still  are  able  to  emerge  and  travel 
"incognito,  just  as  a  regular  guy,"1  you  might 
be  Argus  material. 

If  you  are  not  the  Skinner  box  type,  you 
might  try  majoring  in  art.  Anyone  who  can 
see  some  esthetic  value  in  my  physics 
textbook2  is  welcome  to  try  out  for  the  Argus 
(he  can  also  have  my  physics  book  for  only 
$11.95— four  dollars  less  than  the  bookstore 
charges  for  it,  and  I'll  throw  in  my  notebook 
of  physics  formulas  free  of  charge  for  added 
enjoyment). 

Once  you  have  picked  your  major,  you 
must  then  begin  to  relate  Argusy.  You  will 
know  that  you  are  on  your  way  to  relating 
Argusy  when  your  math  professor  asks  you 


something  about  linear  equations,  and  you 
answer: 

"Lines  are  there 
lines  are  thin 

what's  your  time  it  must  stick, 
#5  wrong  line 

spending  hours  standing  erect 
only  to  find  you're  incorrect"3 

A  prerequisite  to  being  considered  for 
publication  in  Argus  is  to  have  a  peculiar 
hobby.  If  you  consider  yourself  somewhat  of 
a  macho  jock,  try  "bicycling  with  a  bow  and 
arrow  in  search  of  coins."4 

If  you  are  more  of  a  scholar,  you  might 
consider  becoming  a  "purveyor  of  obscure 
terminologies  and  a  diligent  student  of 
amphigorey."5  That  has  been  known  to  send 
Argus  editors  into  flapjack  rages  as  they  flip 
through  their  Webster's  Third  International 
in  efforts  to  translate. 

Strange  living  habits  do  wonders  for 
increasing  one's  chances  at  publication.  You 
might  try  mating  sea  slugs,  or  owning  IV2 
cats.  But  if  you  really  want  to  do  it  right,  try 
developing  a  "chronicfear  of  food  additives, 
an  insatiable  craving  for  peanut  butter  and 
celery  and  an  incorrigible  case  of  multiple 
cowlicks."6 

And  if  all  else  fails,  then  let  me  make  one 
more  suggestion.  Write  a  vicious  letter  to  a 
computer.  Any  computer  will  do.  Tell  the 
computer  how  much  you  hate  it  and  how 
you  WILL  get  even  with  it.  Then  wait  for  a 
reply.  If  your  friendly,  neighborhood  shrink 
doesn't  arrange  a  nice  all  expense-paid 
vacation  for  you  in  scenic  Pineville,  you  are 
bound  to  make  the  Argus.7 

I  know.  I'm  434-86-6457.  And  I  made  the 
Argus. 
Footnotes: 

1  "Who's  Who,"  Argus,  Fall,  1979,  p.  52 

2  "Who's  Who,"  Argus,  Spring,  1979,  p.  51 

1   Kosten,   Paul,   "Unemployment,"   Argus, 
Spring,  1979,  p.  42. 

4  "Who's  Who,"  Argus,  Fall,  1978,  p.  51. 

5  "Who's  Who,"  Argus,  Fall,  1979,  p.  51. 

6  Ibid.  p.  51. 

7  Cook,  Colleen  Claire,  "Student  Input," 

Argus,  Fall,  1979,  pp.  38-39. 
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Loneliness  and  Frigidaires 

The  bulb  in  the  ice  box 
sends  its  stagnant  glow 
across  the  wall 
with  only  my  shadow 
breaking  its  hollow  pattern; 
closing  the  door 
eclipses  the  light 
and  leaves  me 
in  my  darkness. 

David  Ulmer 


House  of  Pleasure 

Your  lips  are  the  door 

To  a  house  of  pleasure, 

An  erotic  shrouded  room 

Filled  with  the  perfumes  of  mystery 

And  the  honeys  of  desire. 

In  the  wisdom  you  own 

You  know  how  vulnerable 

I  am  to  the  sumptuous 

Irresistible  indulgence 

Of  passing  through  the  door 

With  a  kiss. 

Ruth  Gutierrez 


Headin'  Out 

One  last  kiss 

Before  I  have  to  say  goodbye. 
Please  don't  try  to  hold  me, 
And  please  don't  start  to  cry. 

You  knew  the  time  would  come 
That  I  would  have  to  leave, 
And  now  that  time  is  here; 
Baby,  there's  no  need  to  plead 

Cause  no  man  can  stay  in  one  place 
When  he's  seen  what  I  have  seen, 
And  Routine  can  be  his  prison 
When  he's  been  where  I  have  been. 

So  give  me  one  last  kiss 

Before  I'm  walking  out  the  gate, 

My  soul's  cursed  like  the  Wandering  Jew, 

and  the  lonely  road's  my  fate. 

David  La  Vere 
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Photography  by  Cindy  Totten 


Visceral  Feelings 

It's  been  many  days  since  I  last  saw  you. 
I  do  not  know  what  I  would  do  if  I  saw  you. 
Nothing  to  do  or  say— 
You  have  already  made  that  decision,  and 
That  was  a  goodbye  kiss  in  the  kitchen. 

Jack  Daniel 


Solitude 

There  I  am— reflected  in  the  shop  window 

But  who  is  that? 
The  face  is  familiar,  the  smile  rings  a  bell; 

my  thoughts  say,  however,  that  I  don't  know  her. 
The  window  cinema  screen  shows  others  hurrying  past, 

bustling  from  place  to  place  with  things  to  do... 
But  I  am  alone— a  reflection  in  this  world 

so  far  from  home. 
With  everything  around  me  so  foreign, 
how  can  I  possibly  be  the  same  me? 
I  feel  the  change  inside. 
In  time,  when  I  return  to  my  home, 
I  will  measure  this  change  and 
determine  just  what  it  means  for  me. 
I  look  again  and  see  others  going  by 

the  still  reflection  in  the  glass, 
and  no  one  notices  the  girl  peering  in  the  shop  window. 
I  sigh  and  turn  from  the  store  front. 
I  join  the  action  around  me, 
but  I  know  I  won't  resist  the  curious  urge 
to  look  in  the  next  window,  and  the  next, 
hoping  to  find  someone  I  know. 
Susan  E.  Dollar 
Aix-en-Provence 
juillet,  1980 
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Reduction 


Just  sitting,  slouched,  with  feet  propped, 
I  found  myself 
Staring  into  the  darkness 
Surrounding  the  television  glare, 
Wondering  why. 

Just  sitting,  content,  with  belly  full, 
I  found  myself 
Avoiding  the  sound 
Surrounding  the  senseless  set. 
Suffering  still. 

Just  sitting,  absorbed,  with  hands  clasped, 
I  found  myself 
Thinking  of  the  pain 
Searching  for  an  out, 
Sucking  knuckle. 


Allen  Ford 


The  Nuclear  Garden 

The  grass  grows  green,  the  sun  burns  bright, 
Millions  of  children  play  in  the  light. 
The  grass  turns  brown,  the  sunlight  fades, 
The  children  disappear. 

The  grass  is  dead,  the  sun  dies  too, 
The  world  is  lit  with  atomic  hue. 
The  sun  now  shines  in  an  airless  void, 
The  bright  green  planet  is  destroyed. 
For  man  in  greed,  in  lust  for  power, 
Has  dared  to  pick  the  atomic  flower. 

Paul  Pickering 
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The  Lady  at  the  Bar 

You  survey  the  room 

like  a  stately  queen 

standing 

alone  at  the  bar 

analyzing 

the  drunken  cowboys 

and  the  painted  ladies. 

I  wonder  what  you  see. 

You  talk  of  games 

that  people  play. 

The  cynicism 

covers  your  words. 

Are  they  enjoying  themselves 

or  just  pretending, 

using  the  booze 

and  the  music 

to  escape? 

And  what  of  you? 

You  stand  quietly 

watching. 

What's  behind  your  mask? 

I  wonder  what  you  feel. 

David  Ulmer 


On  Departures 

Staying,  contrary  to  popular 
belief,  is  always  harder 
than  leaving. 

Empty  rooms,  bad  television  shows, 
and  canned  meals  are 
harder  to  face  than  any 
new  horizon. 

While  the  future  is  in  constant  change- 
the  feel  of  an  empty  bed  is  not. 

Where  did  you  go? 

Better  yet,  where  have  I  been? 

Any  minute  now  you'll  jump 
from  around  a  corner 
and  yell  "Surprise!" 

But  you  don't... 

Bambi  Sears 
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Brothers  Four 

Ruth  Gutierrez 


The  casino  was  crowded  with  people  of 
many  races  and  creeds  wishing  luck  on  dice, 
cards,  and  wheel;  one-armed  bandits 
whipped  and  chimed,  swallowing  quarters 
and  intermittently  belching  them  up  again; 
wizened  bartenders  and  sultry  females 
cajoled  customers  to  spend  freely  for  their 
wares. 

In  a  far  corner  of  the  room,  a  woman  ran 
her  hands  over  a  pack  of  tarots  worn  with 
use.  The  beauty  she  once  owned  was  faded. 
Her  black  eyes  scanned  the  crowd  with  a 
mixture  of  keen  insight  and  loathing.  "In  a 
minute,"  she  mused.  "Soon."  She  began  to 
spread  the  cards,  and  her  nostrils  twitched  as 
a  waiter  approached  and  plunked  a  bottle  on 
the  table. 

"Here's  your  whiskey,  Psyche,"  he 
grinned,  chewing  vigorously  on  a  wad  of 
gum.  "How's  tricks?"  He  laughed  at  his  joke 
as  he  meandered  off  into  the  milling  crowd. 

Psyche  d'Able  narrowed  her  eyes  and  ran 
her  thumb  around  the  rim  of  the  whiskey 
bottle.  Her  jaw  tightened,  and  oaths  welled 
in  her  mouth,  but  she  sat  silent.  She  poured  a 
small  drink  and  glared  at  it  before  draining  it 
and  replacing  it  with  a  larger  one. 

"You  give  fortunes,  lady?"  Psyche's  face 
went  blank,  and  her  hard  look  settled  on  her 
customer. 

An  eager  young  man  stood  before  her. 
She  stared  up  at  him  as  he  watched  her 
expectantly.  He  was  dark  and  hardly  past  the 
admittance  age.  Something  flickered  in  the 
old  gypsy's  eyes  for  a  moment.  She 
beckoned. 

"Sit,  I  have  much  to  tell  you."  Her  voice 
sounded  hollow  and  scratchy.  He  pulled  up 
a  chair.  Psyche  laughed  unsmilingly. 

"You  have  much  to  learn  about  gambling 
if  you  must  come  to  an  old  one  for  advice." 


She  cocked  her  head.  "You  are  new  to  this — 
the  tarots  are  not  for  a  boy."  There  was  a 
slight  pause  as  the  young  man  opened  his 
mouth,  flustered. 

"Well,  I  thought  maybe. ..uh,  they  told  me 
you  could  tell  me  what  I'm  doing  wrong. ..at 
the  tables,  I  mean.  I  thought  maybe  you 
would  throw  me  a  couple  of  hints." 

Psyche  sat  back,  her  eyelids  slits.  Her  long 
enamelled  fingernails  clawed  the  cotton 
tablecloth.  "They— they  who?  None  of  these 
fools  know  the  truth  in  tarots—."  She  broke 
off  and  shook  her  head.  "No  tarots  for  you. 
You  are  too  concerned  with  playing  cards." 

"Tell  me  my  fortune  with  playing  cards, 
then,"  her  customer  muttered.  "I'll  pay 
you." 

She  didn't  explain  that  he'd 
misunderstood  her.  She  seemed  to  accept 
his  request  and  raised  one  hand  to  a  dealer. 
"Send  me  a  fresh  deck  of  cards,"  she  called 
to  him.  Then  she  looked  back  at  the  man 
across  from  her.  "I  will  read  no  past  or 
present,"  she  said.  "I  will  give  only  the 
future's  words."  She  shrugged. 

"It  should  not  matter.  You  have  little  past 
to  recount,  and  the  present  runs  out  soon  for 
the  young.  You  have  much  future.  I  will  read 
that  for  you." 

The  fellow  nodded  automatically  and 
drummed  his  fingers  on  the  table.  "I  don't 
care;  just  get  on  with  it." 

The  aging  fortune  teller  allowed  her 
eyebrows  to  rise.  "As  you  will."  She  wrinkled 
her  nose  at  the  stiffness  of  the  new  cards.  She 
was  proud  of  her  expertise  with  cards,  she 
took  them  gently  into  her  hands,  and  her 
rings  glinted  as  she  bent  them.  Her  fingers 
were  tapered  and  brown;  they  were  nimble 
and  vigorous  as  their  wine-colored  nails 
separated  the  cards  and  filtered  them  back 
together  again  and  again.  Fascinated,  he 
watched  her  fingers  manipulate  the 
pasteboard  rectangles. 

"Where'd  you  learn  to  shuffle  like  that?" 

"Long  ago  and  far  away;  so  much  of  both 

that  I  was  someone  else  entirely."  Her  eyes 

met  his,  and  he  was  startled  by  the  frankness 
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he  saw  there.  She  ruffled  the  cards  one  final 
time  and  set  them  down.  "Cut  them  into 
fourths—with  your  left  hand,  mind  you  — I 
will  use  the  Brothers  Four." 

He  nodded  and  did  so,  cutting  the 
cards    carefully    and    looking    up 
when  he  had  finished.  "Now 
turn  up  the  top  four  cards/' 
she  instructed.  He  did  as 
told,  almost  reverently, 
his  fingers  trembling 
over     each     card 
before  he  flipped  it 
over.  Psyche  spread 
her    hands   on    the 
table,  anticipating. 

Seven    of    hearts. 
Her  eyes  darted  to 
his  face,  then  looked 
away.   Eight  of  clubs 
She     looked     at     him 
longer  this  time  and  gave 
her    head    a    brief    shake 
Three  of  hearts.  Her  knuckles 
whitened    as    she    gripped    the 
table.    Nine   of  spades.   Psyche 
drew  in  her  breath  and  held  it. 
She  took  a  moment  to  collect 
herself. 

"Now,"  she  intoned  with 
forced     calm,     "you     may 
choose  the  Four  Brothers 
as  your  fate  or  a  single 
card  from  the  rest  of  the 
pack." 

He  looked  at  the 
cards,    straining    to 
see  some  meaning 
in  them.  He  scratched 
his  ear.  "Can  I  see 
the  card  first?" 

Psyche  nodded,  vaguely  amused.  "Wary 
of  your  own  fate,  eh?  You  pick  your  own 
card,  boy."  She  took  the  remaining  portion 
of  the  deck,  reshuffled  it,  and  spread  it  out  in 
a  semi-circle.  "Choose."  He  reached  out 
unsteadily,  and  his  hand  wavered  before  he 
drew  one  out  and  turned  it  over.  Queen  of 
hearts.  Psyche  closed  her  eyes. 
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"I'm  sure  you're  in  a  hurry,"  she 
remarked.  "Boys  always  are.  But  I  will  tell 
you  something  before  I  read  the  cards."  She 
sighed.  "You  may  not  want  to  hear  what  I 
have  to  say." 

Something  in  her  voice  piqued  his 
curiosity.  "Go  on,"  he  said,  "I'm 
listening." 

She     sighed     again, 
wearily.  "Are  you?  Most 
people   have   no   time 
for     an     old     one's 
memories.'      She 
fingered     the    cards 
left  unturned.  "When 
I  was  a  girl,"  She  began, 
"I  was  ruled  by  my  heart. 
My  head  did  not  hold  any 
sense;   I  ran  away  with  a 
carny."  She  shut  her  eyes 
tightly  and  continued. 
I  fell  in  love  there— yes,  old  ones 
were  once  sentimental  and  young— I 
fell  in  love  with  a  pair  of  blue  eyes  and 
hair  as  black  and  smooth  as  agate."  A  smile 
made  a  slight  pass  over  her  face,  then  disap- 
peared. "But  those  eyes  and  that  hair  belonged 
to  hands  that  itched  to  gamble:  roulette,  craps, 
blackjack..."  She  gathered  the  cards  into  a 
pile  and  put  them  aside.  With  an  effort  she 
ignored  the  shot  of  whiskey. 

"I  presented  him  with  a  son,  but  he  cared 
more  for  gambling.  Both  father  and  son  I  lost 
to  the  casinos."  She  rocked  slightly, faraway, 
then  blinked.  The  young  man's  eyes  seemed 
blue.  He  was  looking  at  her  strangely,  and 
her  brow  knit.  Then  she  turned  her 
attention,  and  for  several  minutes  she  pored 
over  the  cards  he  had  drawn. 

"You  have  been  given  a  choice,"  she  said 
at  last.  "Which  is  it  to  be?  The  Brothers  or  the 
one?" 

He  had  been  fidgety  during  her  tale,  but 
now  he  was  still;  he  gazed  unseeing  at  the 
dealt  cards.  He  chewed  his  lip. 

"I  think  I  can  help  you,"  Psyche 
murmured.  "You  are  in  love  with  someone 
who  let  you  come  here  today  against  her 


Illustration  by  Ruth  Gutierrez 


ARGUS  11 


better  judgment.  She  pointed  a  brown 
finger  at  the  four  cards,  but  he  interrupted 
her. 

"How  did  you  know  I  have  a  girl?"  His 
expression  was  a  wary^one,  and  he  moved 
uncomfortably  in  his  chair. 

"Don't  be  a  fool/'  Psyche  countered, 
without  malice.  "Who  could  not  tell?"  She 
made  a  dismissing  gesture  with  her  hands.  "I 
will  make  clear  your  choice." 

The  four  cards  were  touched  and  spread 
by  one  of  her  nervous  leathery  hands.  "Your 
fate  lies  in  four  of  the  worst  cards  of  the 
pack."  He  tensed;  she  clucked  her  tongue. 
"Forget  your  worry.  The  Brothers  are  a  bad 
lot  this  time,  but  they  can  be  avoided. 
Someday  you  may  laugh  at  them."  She 
tightened  her  shoulders.  "See  here.  The 
seven  of  hearts  is  a  good-for-nothing.  A  card 
shark,  a  gambler."  She  looked  at  him 
meaningfully.  "And  the  eight  of  clubs  is  lust 
for  money.  It  is  greed.  It  is  waste."  She 
refrained  from  rearranging  the  cards  again. 
"The  three  of  hearts  follows. ..this  card 
means  disaster,  or  a  stupid  mistake.  It 
signifies  a  hot-headed  action."  She  scanned 
his  face.  It  was  enigmatic  and  not  half  as 
eager  as  at  first. 

"The  nine  of  spades."  She  touched  it  with 
the  tip  of  a  sensitive  finger  and  recoiled. 
"Spades  are  bad  to  begin  with.  This  one  is  the 
worst,  worse  even  than  the  ace.  But  then, 
living  hell  is  always  worse  than  death."  She 


searched  his  expression  for  something,  but 
since  she  wasn't  sure  what  she  looked  for, 
she  didn't  know  if  she  saw  it  or  not.  He  was 
not  looking  at  her  anymore,  but  at  the  cards 
she  had  just  defined.  He  picked  up  the 
queen  and  traced  the  hearts  on  its  face  with 
an  index  finger. 

"You've  made  my  choice  for  me,"  he 
laughed  thoughtfully.  "But  what  does  this 
gal  stand  for?" 

Psyche  inclined  her  head.  "Don't  you 
know?  The  queen  of  hearts  is  a  man's  true 
love."  There  was  silence.  "Take  the  card.  Let 
her  remind  you  of  the  Brothers." 

A  smile  of  understanding  moved  his  boyish 
features  as  he  slipped  the  queen  into  his 
pocket,  and  after  tossing  a  bill  on  the  table 
without  looking  at  it,  he  made  for  the  door. 
She  watched  his  progress  as  he  pushed 
through  the  mass,  first  slowly,  then  more 
urgently  as  he  neared  the  exit.  She  saw  the 
door  swing  back  when  he  was  gone. 

Psyche  took  the  four  cards  in  hand,  looked 
at  each  one,  then  at  them  all.  "Cards?"  she 
whispered.  "What  power  have  you  alone?" 
She  grabbed  the  glass  and  drank  her  liquor 
with  a  grimace,  then  ripped  the  Brothers 
Four  in  half  and  dropped  them  by  the 
crumpled  ten  dollar  bill.  Her  dark  eyes 
surveyed  what  she  had  done  with  a  certain 
satisfaction. 

"What  are  you  now,  cards?"  she  asked. 
Her  eyelids  fell.  She  smiled. 


ARGUS  12 


Illustration  by  Ruth  Gutierrez 


Photography  by  Cindy  Totten 


ARGUS  13 


Sideline 

Come,  my  love- 
Let's  take  a  midnight  stroll 
Down  to  the  truck  yards. 

The  semis  stand  proud  and  secure 

In  their  dusty  quilts. 

The  gentle  moon 

Glints  brightly  on  the  railroad  tracks. 

The  soft  song  of  traffic 

Lulls  drowsily 

Hushing  the  city  to  sleep. 


Love  is  no  place  for  cynics 

Warm  arms  are  no  place  for/<arcastic  remarks 

It's  only  in  the  middle  of  t 

When  my  bed  is  four  mil 

That  I  get  bitter. 

...why  did  you  remind  m 
...I  know... 
...I  know. 


Come,  my  love. 

Let's  have  an  adventure. 

A  visit  to  the  laundromat. 


The  relentless  swishing  of  the  rinse  cycle 

The  fascinating  tumble  of  blue  jeans 

Becoming  fluffy  and  warm, 

An  Invincible  Maytag  Miracle. 

The  thrill  of  the  week, 

Only  seventy-five  cents  a  load. 


Love  is  no  place  for  cynics. 

Close  arms  are  no  place  for  caustic  remarks. 

It's  only  when  I  share  buttered  popcorn 

With  myself 

That  I  get  bitter. 


I'm  afraid  I'm  not  very  good  at  being  a  sideline. 
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I  write  your  name  in  fogged  up  windows 

and  in  the  margins  of  English  notes. 
I'm  your  audience  and  company: 

medium-rare  steaks,  ice-cold  bourbon,  giggles. 
I  hold  all  of  your  attention, 

playing  hide-and-seek  in  hotel  rooms. 
It  scares  me  when  I  look  away  from  your  face; 

those  omnipotent  hands,  pointing  to  the  door. 

(Why  do  you  remind  me  you  have  to  go?  I  know...) 

I  know. 

She's  washing  your  socks. 

She's  cooking  you  chicken  cacciatore. 

She's  feeding  you  Nyquil. 

She's  sharing  the  birthdays,  the  Christmases, 

The  anniversaries... 

All  right!  All  right! 

I'm  strong  —  remember? 

And  I'm  so  damn  understanding... 

Love  is  no  place  for  cynics. 

Three  in  the  morning  is  no  time  for  tears. 

Not  with  you. 

It's  only  when  you  call  me  by  her  name 

That  I  get  bitter. 

jane  Ambler 
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Elinor 

Elinor,  daughter  of  beauty, 
Lovely  and  wise. 

Was  that  what  they  were  thinking  of 
Some  twenty-one  years  ago 
When  a  redheaded  daughter 
Was  born  to  them? 

Perhaps  Ellie? 

Creative,  with  a  touch  of  adventure, 

Feminine,  kind  of  cuddly, 

With  a  disquieting  gleam  in  her  eye— 

A  woman  to  be  sought, 

But  rarely  caught, 

By  scores  of  handsome  young  men. 

Or  was  it  Eli? 

The  bold,  striking,  strong  spirit, 

Assertive  and  forward, 

She  would  be  the  one  to  go  far. 

She  would  fight  fast, 

Laugh  hard, 

With  the  guts  to  live  and 

Get  the  most  out  of  this  harsh  world 

She  was  born  to. 

But  not  without  the  tenderness 

For  those  who  loved  her 

And  were  loved  by  her. 

Were  they  thinking  of  Elin? 

The  gentle,  understanding  friend. 

Nothing  more  important  to  her 

Than  to  lend  a  listening  ear 

Or  warm  advice 

To  help  those  in  need. 

Indeed,  what  did  they  think  of 
When  they  chose  Elinor? 
Was  I  to  be  all  of  these  things? 
Or  was  it  because  it  "sounded  nice" 
And  fit  just  right  in  front  of  Jane? 

Yes,  it  seems  that's  all  they  had  in  mind 
When  they  gave  me  Elinor, 
But  called  me  Jane- 
Just  Plain  Jane. 

yane  Ambler 
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St.  Patrick  Poem 

No  snakes  allowed 

in  my  poetry, 
I  said,  and  you 

crawled  out. 

Cindy  Totten 
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Summer  Is  Over 

Sadly  I  peer  through  my  window, 
Knowing  summer  will  soon  be  over, 
Feeling  that  first  chilly  morning  breeze 
And  seeing  that  first  red  leaf 
Fall  helplessly  to  the  ground. 

Juliet  Snowden 


November 

November— November! 

You  ride  like  the  storm— 

A  knight  in  the  year's  eleventh  hour. 

Thunder  the  heels 

Of  your  cloudy  grey  steed 

As  you  ride  on  the  moors 

To  the  sound 

Of  falling  leaves. 

Ruth  Gutierrez 
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Another  Terse 

Confuse  her. 
Misuse  her. 
Contuse  her. 
And  lose  her! 


Marlene  K.  Basco 
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Less  The  Cats 

Did  you  sing  a  song  to  me? 
it  must  have  been  the  Wind 
tickling  the  supple  pine  needles, 
whispering  to  them. ..with  a  tenderness 
only  Nature 
can  endow  upon  Her  offspring. 

Did  you  sing  a  song  for  me... 
I  thought  I  heard  my  name 
when  a  chestnut-colored  bird 
spoke 

her  one  inquisitive  word 
and  her  smallish  graceful  cousin 
ripped  the  plain  blue  sky  wide  open 
(and  shattered  the  stillness  with  motion). 

I  know  you  were  singing,  though 

I  watched  your  catgut  strings 

make  a  dangle-vine  from  a  Cypress  Limb 

(moss  like  a  luffa  rubs  dead  skin) 
Gave  the  Air  my  soul 

in  a  breast-bongo  yodel 

Gave  myself  a  Leopard  Skin 

Charged  forward 

arms  open 
Was  never  seen  again. 

Lee  Anne  Moore 
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Elfspawn 

(for  Deah) 


I  was  dreaming, 
Night  was  seeming  magic... 
Sitting  inside  a  faerie  ring 
I  know  I  am  a  changeling. 
Amid  a  sky,  silken  black, 
Scattered  with  a  child's  silver  jacks, 
Moon  milk  streaming 
Shows  elfkind  beaming. 
In  tainted  tune  with  the  moon 
I  hear  a  charmed  chant 
As  all  elfdom  appears 
To  my  eyes  and  my  ears- 
Vivid  scenes  to  recant. 
Weed-clad  naiads 
Sing  to  mossy  dryads 
As  Puck  beats  Ariel  at  spades. 
A  stray  dragon  slinks  by  / 
The  loch  where  mermaids  lie, 
And  toadstools  sneer  at  deadly  nightshad 
A  unicorn  imbibes  the  eggnog  fog 
That  brawny  leprechauns  call  Irish  grog, 
And  a  nubile  nymph  with  a  non-marring 
Holds  hands  with  a  whimsical  will-o'-the- 
Then  their  other-world  eyes  turn  to  me, 
And  I  stammer,  red-facedly, 
Voyeuristically, 
Unnecessarily, 
That  I  am  not  of  this  world. 
Lorelei  smiles  with  water  buffalrf  eyes  deep. 
With  nectar,  Pan  beguiles  me  jo  hypnagogic  sleep. 


/ 


\ 
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Siren-song  swells 
From  fox-glove  bells — 
As  hours  slide 
Forest  folks  hide... 
As  silt  built  up 
And  Ur*  underwater... 
A  tree-troll  tasted  my  ear 
And  I  woke, 
Dewy-faced 
(Where  Asian**  placed  his  tongue) 
And  knotty-haired, 
Too  surprised  to  blink, 
I  was  in  sync  with  a  parallel  universe, 
But  I  was  not  scared. 
For  I  had  seen— not  wanting  to  deceive- 
That  the  faerie  world  is  there  to  see 
Only,  if  only,  you  are  willing  to  believe. 
Proof  that  I  have  been  there? 
To  a  bonafide  faerie  lair? 
Well,  my  ear,  you  see, 
Bears  a  place  where  that  troll  bit  me. 
But  my  friends  never  believe;  they  say 
That  it  is  merely  the  pierced  earring  hole  of  my  youth. 

But  I  am  undeceived;  for  I  know 
That  it  is  merely  the  same  size  as  a  tree-troll  tooth. 


u  ■ 


Cindy  Totten 


*ancient  city  of  Mesopotamia  lost  in  floodwaters 
**lion-hero  of  C.S.  Lewis'  "The  Chronicles  of  Narnia" 
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Return 

Rhinegold 

&  azure  moss 

adorn  the  valley  floor 

crystal  air  at  noon,  sleeping 

linger  in  soft  shade  pools 

roam  the  gentle  fields 

&  smile 

Julian  Lewis 
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The  Drug  Store  Clerk 

Just  another 
-key  punching 
-half-smiling 

-never-will-get-out-of-this-rut 
face. 

With  a  glance  you'll  see  she's  never  felt  the  need  to. 

Someday  she'll  have  a 

-husband 

-home 

-happiness 

to  punch  out  to. 

But  for  now  she  has  to  settle  for 
-stocking 
-selling 

-straightening 
her  future  away. 

Bambi  Sears 


Sucker... 

Stupid... 
Jackass. ..You've  been  had! 
What's  your  number? 
Free  tonight? 
Land  in  Florida???  Baby,  you've  been  had! 
Who's  that  famous  author? 
What's  our  middle  name? 

Yes,  a  $400  scholarship!  Honey,  you've  been  had! 
Want  to  buy  a  watch? 
How's  about  a  used  car? 
Or  a  "Slice-O-Matic?"  Darlin',  you've  been  had! 
Look  at  this  face,  it's  sincere. 
Sure,  I'll  call  you. 

He's  really  dying  to  meet  you!. ..Kids 
it's  quite  possible  that... 

I've  been  royally  HAD!!! 

Leslie  Gregory 
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Golden  State  Warrior 

The  boy  joined  the  gang  when  he  was  thirteen; 

Being  with  them  was  the  only  scene. 

Roll  a  few  winos  and  bust  a  few  old  men, 

That's  all  it  took  to  stay  with  his  friends. 

Didn't  need  no  church  and  didn't  need  no  school; 

He  was  a  warrior  so  he  was  no  fool. 

You've  got  a  good  mother,  boy;  why  do  you  worry  her? 

So  what  if  you're  the  best,  Golden  State  Warrior? 

Think  you're  tough,  boy;  think  you're  really  tough. 
Wearing  a  warrior  jacket  just  ain't  enough. 
Gotta  prove  you're  a  big  man;  got  to  prove  you're  king, 
When  deep  inside,  you  know  it  don't  mean  a  thing. 
Rotting  away  in  this  ghetto  in  San  Diego, 
You've  got  a  lot  to  learn  that  you  don't  know. 
Night  of  the  rumble  with  the  crosstown  Diablos, 
Made  a  boy  learn  how  fast  he  can  grow. 

The  liberals  worry,  but  few  care. 

Let  them  kill  each  other,  so  they're  in  nobody's  hair. 

You  got  a  leather  jacket  with  a  picture  on  back, 

So  what  if  you're  falling  deeper  into  the  trap. 

You've  got  the  city  now,  boy,  got  it  at  your  feet. 

But  without  your  gang,  you  don't  walk  no  street. 

You  know  you're  whipped,  boy;  this  is  just  a  fling. 

But  don't  listen  to  nobody;  you've  heard  the  song  they  sing. 

It's  gonna  end  one  night,  boy,  all  the  fortune  and  fame; 
Either  a  cop  will  bust  you  or  a  bullet  with  your  name. 
If  you've  got  any  sense  you'll  get  out  while  you  can, 
Don't  worry  about  proving  that  you're  a  man. 
If  you  get  killed  or  go  to  jail, 
There  will  be  another  to  replace  you,  without  fail. 
They'll  remember  you  for  a  while,  but  soon  they'll  forget, 
And  all  the  respect  you  gave  will  be  all  you  get. 

Brian  Reason 
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On  Stamina 

This  month  the  award  for  the  most  perseverance 
goes  to  my  best  friend. 

After 

—three  consecutive  screeching  dashes  into  the  night 
—consumption  of  large  quantities  of  various  sedatives 
—five  pleading  knocks  on  unwilling  listeners'  doors 

I  think  she  deserves  it. 

She  clings  and  clutches  so  closely. 

Sooner  or  later 

—she'll  stop  overcoating  peeling  paint  with  enamel 
—she'll  realize  that  whirlpools  only  get  deeper 
—she'll  come  to  know  that  lost  dreams  are  like 
dead  dogs  lying  alongside  the  road;  the  more 
you  kick  to  revive  them,  the  more  they  fall  apart. 

I  am  not  one  to  discourage  hope,  only  insanity 
brought  on  by  frustration. 

Bambi  Sears 
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The  Ant 

Little  red 

Polyped, 

You  tasted  my  ankle. 

I  obliterated  you 

With  my  thumb. 

What  made  you 

Sink  your  minute 

Teeth  into  me 

As  if  I  were  a  great 

Side  of  beef 

Reeking  toothsome  odors? 

I  wonder, 

Little  insect, 

Did  you  know 

I  would  mash  you, 

That  I  would  snuff 

The  angstrom  of  life 

Completely  out  of  your 

Tiny  scarlet  body 

When  you  dared  mock 

Achilles, 

Or  did  you  just 

Have  a  tendency  for  tendons 

That  drove  you  mad 

Into  committing  sucide 

Beneath  my  hand? 

Ruth  Gutierrez 
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Raindrop 

I  saw  a  raindrop, 

among  the  others, 

sliding  down  my  window  pane. 

My  window  pane 

is  traced  with  rivers 

autumn  cold  upon  the  glass. 

Upon  the  glass 

the  melting  diamonds 

slip  away  to  shine  the  sill, 

to  shine  the  sill 

and  fall  again, 

sliding  from  my  window  pane. 


The  Rainfall 


Marlene  K.  Basco 


Thunder  rolls  &  rumbles 
across  the  open  fields  of  sky 
gray  with  plunging  sheets  of  rain 

Young  trees  ferns  honeysuckles 
animals  untamed  &  free 
plump  fruits  &  blushing  roses 
devour  the  soft  warm  spray 
receive  the  moist  caress 

Now,  the  rain  whispering  down 
gently,  tenderly  draws  forth 
new  cycles  of  life 
&  love 

Julian  Lewis 


After  the  Rain 

Fresh  young  maidens 
Bathed  in  silvery  rain 
Flaunted  their  beauty 
To  the  wet  grass  below. 
Touched  with  cool  soft  breezes, 
Petals  sweetened  the  air, 
Peeped  through  the  mist, 
And  whispered  innocent  secrets. 

Linda  Verrett 
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Chanson  D'Automne 

by  Paul  Verlaine  (1844-1896) 


Les  sanglots  longs 
Des  violins 

De  I'automne 
Blessent  mon  coeur 
D'une  langueur 

Monotone. 
Tout  suffoquant 
Et  bleme,  quand 

Sonne  I'heure, 
Je  me  souviens 
Des  jours  anciens 

Et  je  pleure; 


Et  je  m'en  vais 
Aux  vent  mauvais 

Qui  m'emporte 
Deca,  de  la, 
Pareil  a  la 

Feuille  morte. 


Autumn  Dirge 

(Inspired  by  the  poem,  "Chanson  D'Automne") 


The  languished  drone 

that  falls  from  the  strings 

of  Autumn's  violins 

cooly  wounds  my  heart. 
Dull,  monotonous,  throbbing 

the  pain 

and  so,  the  melody. 
All  is  smothered 

under  the  poreless,  heavy  blanket 

of  the  past. 
As  I  hear  the  hour  ringing 

through  the  fabric's  bleed-fade  fibers, 
I  cry 

for  a  memory. 


Cover  gone,  now.  I'm  caught  up 
and  tossed. ..helpless 
in  the  vast,  relentless  power 
of  a  potent,  terrible  wind. 

I  am  but  a  tree-leaf. ..dead 
of  an  autumnal  malady. 

Lee  Anne  Moore 
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Au  Jeu  de  Paume 

Move  on,  move  on. ..step  after  step  I  hurry 

time  moves  too  quickly  and  the  crowds  also, 

let  me  take  my  own  time  and  slowly  go. 

Folks  are  pushing  on— but  what  about  me? 

This  is  my  first  time  here,  i  want  to  see! 

I  look  beyond  the  people. ..c'est  si  beau! 

I  discover  something  I  want  to  know! 

I  see  Monet's  Cathedrale  au  temps  gris. 

As  I  move  nearer,  I  am  held  in  trance. 

The  coolness  of  his  shadows  coax  me  in, 

For  a  short  while,  I  join  them  and  leave  France. 

Monet's  work  distracts  me  from  thoughts  of  men, 

but  my  stay  is  broken  by  a  tug  on  my  pants. 

A  child  is  lost  in  the  crowd. ..me,  again. 

Susan  E.  Dollar 
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The  Photographer, 
The  Artist 

Colleen  Claire   Cook 


.D  THE  STOR)  GOES  that  a 
famous  photographer  and  an  equally 
famous  painter  lived  in  the  same 
to. 

One  afternoon,  the  painter 
decided  to  go  visit  the  photographer 
and  view  some  of  his  work.  Intrigued 
at  he  saw  the  painter  asked 
question  after  question  of  the 
photographer:  What  was  ihe  lens 
opening?  V.  -  as  the  film  speed? 
How  long  was  the  print  in  the  devel- 
oper  before    it   was   re-exposed   to 

^ite  light?  How  many  negatives 
andwiched  together  to 
produce  this  multiple  exposure? 

Several  days  later,  the  photc ,  - 
rapher  called  on  the  painter.  Eagerly 
the  painter  showed  the  photographer 
all  his  newest  creations.  The  photog- 
rapher gazed  at  the  work  and  then, 
turning  to  the  painter,  commented, 
ellent  work,  my  friend.  Where 
DID  you  buy  your  brushes?" 

I  am  a  photographer.  By  no  means  famous, 
I  do  take  my  work  seriously.  In  my  very 
earliest  days  in  photography,  I  learned  that  a 
good  photograph  is  not  something  that 
happens  by  chance.  It  is  something  that  a 
photographer  creates.  A  good  photograph 
has  something  to  say,  and  it  utilizes  whatever 
is  practical  and  useful  to  say  it. 

In  those  early  days,  I  tended  to  be 
fascinated  by  what  I  now  term  "The 
Technics."  Td  see  a  print  that  a  fellow 
photographer  had  done,  and  I'd  be  quick  to 
ask  'What  was  the  camera  model  usee 
seemed  to  ignore  the  real  print  I  was  seeing, 
ts  story?  What  was  it  really  tr> ing 
to  say?  I  wouldn't  have  kno.  -s  too  busy 

%  to  find  out  "The  Technics"  of  the 
photograph. 


\  little  time  and  many  prints  later.  I  found 
myself  confronting  this  same  attitude  in 
other  persons.  I  had  produced  a  display  fora 
photography  class  and  set  it  up  for  exhibition 
in  the  Art  Department.  A  series  of  twelve 
prints,  it  endeavored  to  capture  the  life  and 
energy  of  a  two-year-old  boy .  -\  classmate  of 
mine  glanced  at  my  project  and  then 
remarked.  "Your  display  is  nice,  but  do  you 
realize  that  you  haven't  used  one  special 
trick  in  your  entire  exhibit?'"  Now.  I  am  not 
one  for  objecting  to  the  use  of  special 
darkroom  techniques  if  they  can  be  used  in  a 
manner  which  will  enhance  the  final  work. 
But  used  simply  for  the  effect  of  saying  "I 
used  a  special  trick  in  this  photograph"  is,  in 
essence,  wasting  a  sheet  of  photographic 
paper. 

Gadgets  and  photographic  tricks,  in  and 
of  themselves,  do  not  make  good 
photographs.  A  popular  misconception  is 
that  a  fancy  five-hundred-dollar  camera 
outfit  will  automatically  turn  out  high  quality 
photography .  The  fact  is  that  a  camera  only 
documents  what  is  found  within  its  view 
when  the  shutter  snaps,  and  one  carefully 
composed  image  taken  with  a  Kodak 
Instamatic  can  yield  more  dynamic  results 
than  three  rolls  of  callously  shot  film  in  an 
expensive  35mm.  There  is,  of  course, 
nothing  wrong  with  employing 
sophisticated  equipment  or  techniques  to 
produce  the  desired  print.  However,  there 
should  never  be  an  artificial  dependency 
upon  the  technique  or  equipment  used  in 
producing  the  print.  If  the  final  work  is  good, 
it  will  speak  for  itself. 

It  is  when  one  begins  to  understand  that  a 
photograph  is  merely  as  good  as  its 
execution  that  a  person  will  stop  being  a 
cameraman  and  evolve  into  a  photographer. 
And  only  then  will  those  we  share  our  work 
with,  be  it  a  large  public  or  just  a  few  close 
friends,  begin  to  comprehend  what  the 
master  photographers  have  tried  to  teach  us 
all  along;  photographers  are  simply  artists 
utilizing  unusual  materials:  white  light 
instead  of  paint,  and  photo-sensitive  paper 
instead  of  stretched  canvas. 
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Photograr  lleen  Clare  Cook 


Fur  Ewig  /  1784 

Denn  was  der  Mensch  in  seinen  Erdeschranken 
Von  hohem  Glucke  mit  Gotternamen  nennt: 
Die  Harmonie  der  Treue,  die  kein  Wanken, 
Der  Freundschaft,  die  nicht  Zweifelsorge  kennt; 
Das  Licht,  das  Weisen  nur  zu  einsamen  Gedanken, 
Das  Dichtern  nur  in  schonen  Bildern  brennt: 
Das  hatt'  ich  all  in  meinen  besten  Stunden 
In  ihr  entdeckt  und  es  fur  mich  gefunden. 

johann  Wolfgang  von  Goethe 
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For  Eternity/1980 

For  what  man  in  his  earthly  limitations 

In  ultimate  bliss  with  the  names  of  the  Gods  calls: 

The  harmony  of  faithfulness  that  does  not  falter, 

The  friendship  that  does  not  know  the  worry  of  doubt, 

The  light  that  shines  only  for  lonely  thoughts 

Which  poets  paint  only  in  pleasing  pictures: 

This  in  my  best  hour  I  had  discovered  in  her  and  found  for  myself. 

Translated  by    Christine  Basco 


Illustration  by  Ruth  Gutierrez 
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Song  for  the  Dolet  Hills  * 

(More  Paradise  Lost) 

Patchwork 
Pieced  by  rivers, 
Once  tossed  on  a  royal  bed, 
Samuel  clutches  it  to  his  heart- 
Protection  from 
The  chill. 

The  seamstress  straightens  by  the  well, 
An  oily  smudge  upon  her  cheek. 
Spying  her  old  friend,  she  recalls: 
The  splendor  of  the  scraps, 
The  fineness  of  the  thread, 
The  pieces  she  collected 
When  the  fabric  lay  in  tatters, 
The  glory  of  the  garments 
In  the  days  when  they  were  new. 

Samuel  pulls  it  closer. 

His  fingers  burst  through  to  the  mat. 

The  seamstress  returns  to  her  duties. 

And  another  patch 

Turns  black. 

Susan  Higgs  Monday 

*The  Do/ef  Hills  are  currently  being  stripmined. 
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black  cow  sand  bar 

sand  bar 
black  cow 
relentlessly  eating, 
down  in  the  back, 
broken  hip  from 
stepping  in 
sunken  tracks  in 
mud 

san  dra  and  gray  son 
swam  across  the  red 
river  (which  is  really 
blue  and  sometimes  at  dusk— 
greenish-black) 
pathos  cow 

i  wanted  to  meld  with  nature 
to  belong 
fish  bones 
vulture  bones 
if  we  return 
i  am  afraid  we  will  find 
her  bones 

.she  can't  go  in  when 
the  other  cows  come  home— 
at  least  she  is  near  water 
ankle/hock-deep 
in  short  green  grass 
at  the  edge  of  water 
colors 
earth 

white  sand  and  herons  and  my  legs 
sticking  out  of  rolled  blue  jeans- 
black  shirt 

black  cow,  black  dirt 
lone  heron 

patterns  in  dried,  cracked  sand 
insects 
fish 

sandpipers 

cowboys  westerns  cows 
black  cow 

discovery  of  quicksand 
in  the  river 
in  myself 

Cindy  Totten 
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Corum,  Louisiana—Fourth  of  July  Celebration 


In  Uncle  John's  middle  meadow 

under  trees  in  molten  shadow 

met  the  town  of  Gorum  near, 

hauling  tubs  of  pop  and  beer. 

They  barbecued  all  night  and  then 

they  barbecued  next  day  again, 

preparing  for  that  hungry  crowd 

and  praying  for  no  thundercloud. 

That  day  began  so  hot  and  thick, 

no  whiff  of  wind  to  sweat  unstick. 

Ever'one  local  and  out-of-state 

said,  "Come  early;  be  sure  to  stay  late." 

Yelling  kids  with  bulging  pockets 

of  firecrackers  and  bottle  rockets 

planned  their  annual  evening  battle 

to  fill  the  woods  with  warlike  rattle. 

"Howdy!  Hey  there!"  (kisses  and  hugs). 

We  talked,  laughed,  and  slapped  the  bugs. 

Then  when  the  long  line  formed  at  noon, 

we  shuffled  through  to  plate  and  spoon, 

pork'n'beans,  cakes,  and  pies, 

beef,  and  chickens  piled  to  the  skies. 

Some  ate  seated  on  blanket  squares 

or  hide-bottomed  rockers  and  new  lawn  chairs. 

Soon  all  that's  left  was  black-eyed  peas, 

then  turn,  turn,  turn,  the  ice  cream  freeze. 

A  man,  who  lunched  instead  on  booze, 

snorted  and  snored  through  an  afternoon  snooze. 

No  thoughts,  him,  about  cows  mid-meadow; 

he  slept  content  on  a  cow-pie  pillow. 

No  breeze,  and  it  was  ninety  degrees. 

Two  loud  bands  played  under  the  trees, 

traditional  fiddle,  rock,  and  blues. 

"Y'all  put  on  your  dancing  shoes!" 

A  large  circle  was  widened  as 

they  all  came  a  stompin'  and  glidin'. 

A  toddler  turned  in  shoeless  prance 

amidst  the  couples'  country  dance. 

Sun  went  down  to  the  fireworks'  tune; 

flashing  firecrackers  challenged  the  moon. 

Folks  sat  'round  with  friends  and  guests, 

while  the  hardworking  bands  played  all  requests. 

Our  Celebration  ended  in  cheer, 

"Y'all,  be  sure,  come  again  next  year!" 

Marlene  K.  Basco 
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Unbridled 


Millard  Bienvenu 


"Well  ya  finely  did  it,  dint  ya?"  the 
hideous,  one-eyed  creature  screeched  as  he 
limped  hurriedly  down  the  yellowing 
hillside  toward  the  dusty  red  corral.  "Wasn't 
gonna  git  no  peace  till  ya  let 'ergo,  huh?  You 
and  yer  silly  notions  'bout  horses  havin' 
feelin's  like  human  bein's  and  all!"  The  old 
man  spat  on  the  earth  with  a  ferocity  that 
exemplified  his  disgust  and  wedged  a 
wrinkled  hand  underneath  the  black  eye 
patch  as  if  freeing  the  dead  socket  of 
perspiration. 

Hector  heard  sounds  but  no  words.  He 
clung  to  the  fence  post  for  support,  as  if 
wearied  from  a  task  that  had  drained  him 
and  kept  him  going  at  the  same  time.  "She's 
free!  She's  free!"  he  exclaimed  tiredly  as  he 
viewed  with  delight  the  settling  dust  that 
drifted  like  brown  smoke  from  the  open  gate 
and  over  the  golden,  oak-dotted  hill. 

"I  knew  when  ya  come  two  weeks  ago 
wantin'  to  work  with  yer  paw's  hands  you'd 
amount  to  nothin,"  the  bald,  red  face  yelled 
at  the  blond  youth.  "And  when  we  penned 
that  mare  up  and  almost  had  'er  broke—" 

The  old  man  had  shrilled  to  a  pitch  higher 
than  that  which  his  lungs  could  support. 
"Well,  ya  jest  has  to  go  and  ruin  things,"  he 
finished  in  a  mucousy  cough. 

But  Hector  could  not  think  that  he  had 
ruined  things.  He  had  returned  to  the  ranch, 
this  time,  not  to  the  rambling  mansion  on  the 
hill  by  the  creek,  but  to  the  bunkhouse, 
hoping  to  find  that  reason  for  existence  so 
absent  from  his  life.  And  he  did  find  it.  When 
this  restless,  wild  mare,  a  masterpiece  of 
strength  and  freedom,  had  been  caught  and 
forced  to  submit  to  captivity,  Hector  could 
not  bear  it.  He  had  never  known  or 
witnessed  want  as  intense  as  the  horse's.  For 
the  first  time,  in  this  magnificent  beast,  he 


had  seen  and  appreciated  fierce  longing, 
intense  want.  And  at  the  same  time  he  himself 
had  experienced  such  longing— he  wanted 
nothing  more  than  to  free  the  animal. 

It  became  his  obsession,  his  pain.  Hector 
had  found  such  richness  for  himself  in  the 
poverty  of  another  life. 

"If  I  did  anything  in  my  life  that  I  could  say 
I'm  proud  of,"  Hector  began  turning  his 
exhausted,  yet  exuberant,  face  toward  Clem 
Watkins,  "It'd  have  to  be  what  I've  just 
done." 

He  gazed  with  satisfaction  toward  the  hill 
over  which  the  chocolate  appaloosa  had 
galloped  to  freedom,  a  golden  hill  ending 
with  a  halt  at  an  ocean  of  crystal-blue  sky. 

"I  jest  won't  never  un'erstan'!"  the  old 
foreman  affirmed,  shaking  his  head  in 
incomprehension. 

"Is  it  really  so  hard  for  you  to 
understand?"  Hector  posed  with  almost 
equal  incomprehension.  "You  who  love 
your  freedom  and  boast  that  no  ropes  tie  you 
down  nor  keep  you  from  doing  what  you 
want? 

"But  she's  jus'  an  animal!"  Clem 
maintained. 

"And  you're  just  a  man!"  Hector  looked 
over  the  rustling  hillside,  the  dark,  gnarled, 
shady-green  oaks,  and  the  limitless  sky.  "But 
you  both  have  all  of  this,  to  roam  and  rest  in, 
to  enjoy  at  will." 

To  roam  and  rest  in,  to  enjoy  at  will.  But 
how,  Hector  thought.  How  can  I?  The 
richness  to  be  found  in  the  poverty  of 
another  life.  He  contemplated  the  lines. 
Breathing  in  the  cool  breezes,  Hector's  mind 
seemed  to  clear  and  expand  with  the 
realization  that  some  life-changing  event 
had  just  transpired.  How  could  life  have 
been  so  meaningless  so  far?  Hector  gazed 
over  the  bright  terrain.  He  knew  that  his 
future  awaited  him  out  there.  His  task  here 
was  done.  Any  similar  attempts  would  be 
futile.  But  one  was  free  because  of  him.  And 
somewhere  out  there  another  life  longed  for 
liberty. 
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Written  In  Boot  Camp,  February  1963 

Seagulls,  sand,  and  some  salty  air. 

What  would  you  give  to  be  out  there? 

My  hand,  my  foot  to  be  away. 

The  walls  are  closing  in  today. 

Hot  sand,  dune  grass,  some  tall  blue  waves, 

sea  stars  to  find  in  sea  shore  caves. 

My  eyes  for  miles  and  miles  to  see 

white  gulls  swooping  high  above  me. 

Shells  and  mussels,  frothy  sea  foam, 

windblown  beaches  and  somewhere  to  roam. 

Marlene  K.  Basco 
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Illustration  by  Ruth  Gutierrez 


Combat  Fatigue 

Grenades  whistle  overhead. 
Grey  bombs  and  stray  bullets 
attack  the  night 

piercing  human  flesh. 

Hill  51:  overrun. 
Casualties:  49. 

Will  your  son  or  brother 
become  a  statistic  to  be  forgotten 
after  strawberry  shortcake 
and  the  six  o'clock  news? 


Flag-draped  caskets  mar  straight  rows 

of  muzzled  white  crosses. 
Bronze  stars  and  purple  hearts 
collect  dust. 

Even  Pledge  can't  reflect  the  image 
of  a  dead  man. 

Vickie  M.  Graham 


Band-Aids  And  Battle  Fatigue 

Sixty-two 
kissed 
uniformed 
bandaged 

are  back  with  the  troop. 


Sixty-two 
dodging 
eluding 
parrying 

the  barrages  of  literacy. 

Mediae  to  the  rescue... 
Ten  or  so  on  the  hour... 
Sixty-two  a  day... 

BAND-AIDS 

BAND-AIDS 

BAND-AIDS 
a  circular  supply. 


Federal  Programs:  BAND-AIDS  AND  BATTLE  FATIGUE 


Lynda  Nicholson 
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Unicorn  Virgin 


Unicorn  virgin— 
An  oddity  doomed  to  chastity— 
Though  her  heart  beats 
A  wild  song 

Of  lovers  and  fulfillment, 
The  strange  strange  one 
Worshipped  in  awe 
Never  dares  to  be  touched, 
Never  knows  quite 
What  touch  is. 
Now  and  forever  the  needs 
Of  forgotten  womanhood 
Burst  anew  in  her  soul, 
And  she  reaches 

From  the  pedestal  she  stands  upon 
To  touch  reality; 
But  it  moves  as  mercury 
From  her  fingertips 
While  eyes  stare  and  stare 
At  the  overpowering  beauty 
No  one  wishes  to  captivate, 
At  the  lonely  lovely  face 
Of  the  unicorn  virgin. 
Beauty  is  to  no  avail 
When  silence  overtakes  it. 
The  mute  tongue 
Of  the  denied 
Daughter  of  Eve 
Protests  the  quiet- 
Protests  the  vacuum 
She  exists  in. 

The  strain  of  forbidden  music 
Is  the  hope  that  keeps  her  living. 
Faith  in  youth  and 
The  dimlight  of  ageless  artistry 
Keep  her  standing  tearless 
On  her  pedestal, 
While  all  the  undeserving, 
Unimaginative  faces 
She  longs  so  to  caress 
Gaze  at  her  beauty- 
Worship  her  loveliness- 
Dare  not  embrace  her 
And  free  her. 

Ruth  Gutierrez 
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The  Fierce  Ocean 

The  fierce  ocean: 
Roaring 

loudly, 
Flowing 

easily, 
Beating  salty  waves 
Onto  the  moist 
Albino  sand, 

Leaving  behind  magical  shells 
of  all  sizes,  shapes  and  colors. 
Only  to  be  picked  up 
by  small  curious  hands 
And  placed  into 

an  overstuffed  pocket. 

Juliet  Snowden 


Feline  Mystique 

On  the  windowsill  she  sits, 
Serenely  staring, 
With  secrets  in  her  eyes. 
Her  emerald  gaze 

Shifts,  catching  me  up 

in  her  hypnotic  contemplation. 
Then  suddenly  she  winks. 
What  I  muse  over  is  hers  alone. 

Linda  Verrett 
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Photography  by  Cindy  Totten 


